AN 


ALLUSION to HORACE, 


BOOK I. ODE XXII. 


(s) T HE Man that loves his King and Nation, 
And, ſhuns each vile Aſſociation, 
That how”, his honeſt Deeds i th Light, 


Nor meets in dark Cabals, by Night, 
With Fools, who, after mack Debate, 


Get themſelves hang d, and ſave the State, 
Needs not his Hall with Weapons ſtore; 
Nor dreads each Rapping at bis Door; 

Nor ſculks, in fear of being known, 

Or hides his Guilt in Parſon's Gown; 

Nor wants, to guard his gen'rous Heart, 

The Ponyard or the poiſond Dart; 

And, but for Ornament and Pride, 

A Sword of Lath might croſs his Side, 

G Tf oer St. James's Park he ſtray, 

He ſtops not, pauſing in his Way; 

Nor pulls his Hat down o'r his Face, 

Nor ſtarts, looks back, and mends his Pace: 
Or if he ramble to the Tower, 
He knows no Crime, and dreads no Power, 
But thence returning, free as Wind, 


Smiles at the Barrs he left behind. 1 
Thus, 
( Integer vitæ, ſeelertſque parus (%) Sire per Syrtes iter aſtuoſds, 
Non eget Mauri jaculis, neque arcu, Sive facturus per inhaſpitalem 
Nec venunatis gravids ſagittis, Cancaſum, vel quæ loca fabuloſus 


Fnſce, pharerca; Lambit Hy daſpes. 
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„ hus, as I loiter d t' other Day, 
lumming 0 every Month was May 
And, thoughtleſs how my Time I ſquander d, 
From //hieball thro the Cockpit wander'd, 
A Meſſenger, with ſurly Eye, 
View'd me quite round, and yet paſs'd by, 
No ſharper Look or rougher Mien 
In Scotiſb Highlands cer were ſeen; 
Nor Ale and Brandy ever bred 
More pimpled Cheeks, or Noſe more red; 
And yet, with both Hands in my Breaſt, 
Carcleſs I walk'd, nor ſhunn'd the Beaſt. 
Place me among a hundred Spics, 
et all the Room be Ears and Eyes; 
Or ſearch my Pocket - Books and Papers, 
No Word or Line ſhall give me Vapours. 
Send me to Whigs as true and hearty 
As ever pity d poor M——2y; 
Let 72 — 4, $— — 4: be there, 
Or R--— e in the Chair. 
Or {end me to a Club of Tories, 
That damn and Curſe at Marlbro's Glorics, 
And drink but ſure none ſuch there are 
The Devil, the Pope, and Rebel M——r; 
Yet ſtill my Loyalty IU boaſt, £2 
King GEORGE ſhall ever de my Loalt; 
Unbrib d his glorious Cauſe IH own, 
And fearleſs {corn each Traytor's Frown. 
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( Namque me ſylvâ lupus in Sabin. ( Tone me, pigris ubi nulla campis 
Dum meam canto Lalagen, & ultta Arbor ziuva recreatur aura; | 
„ Termigum curis yvagor expeditus. * Qued lata, mundi nebulæ, malt ſque 
| Fugit inmetem Jupicer urgets ??: 
a (4) Quale portentum neque militaris Tone ſub, curra ninum propiugas 
Daunia ia latis alir æſculetis: Sous, in terra domubus Negara: 
Nec ſub tellus generat, leonum _ riJentern Lalagen 201450, 
Atida nutrix, Ducle loquentem. 
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